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Houses of Broken Souls 


| got this feeling, | cant keep it down anymore. 
Bring me some healing, 
Saint Cecilia, carry me home to your house of broken bones. 


- ‘Saint Cecilia’ - Foo Fighters 


When people thought of Dave they saw the vivacious, larger than life guy with the big smile and heart of gold. 
They heard his bad jokes and even worse puns. Most of all, they fell in love with the person he was. 


Was. 


Standing in the doorway that lead to the hotel's enclosed patio, Taylor watched the dark haired man. Dave didn't 
know Taylor was there, lost as he was in his own little world. For that larger than life man was gone, washed 
away by beer and time. That man, the one millions of people loved and adored, was little more than an illusion, 
a cleverly created hologram that they saw on stage and TV. Behind it was a man so tired and broken that 


Taylor suspected he would never truly know the real Dave. 


The year had not been kind to them, just as it had not been kind to so many others. It had taken its toll on 
Dave and Taylor had watched as they older man had retreated further and further into himself, his feelings 
scrawled in notebooks rather than spoken to his best friend. There was no Dave any more, just the ghost of 
the man he used to be. 


Taylor slumped against the doorframe as he watched Dave's pen etch the other man's latest feelings into the 
pure white paper. The night was drawing on, the early hours just around the corner. Soon the clock would 
strike midnight and another day would begin The scent of flowers and the smoke from Dave's cigarette hung 
heavy in the air. The warmth of the day was still there, thick with the promise of yet another scorching 
Texas day. 


| miss you. | love you. Where did you go? What's going on in your head? Do you want fo run? Or do something 
different? Just say, Dave. Just say. 


He was about to step up to the singer when Dave abruptly snapped his notebook shut. He tossed it onto the 
coffee table and picked up his half smoked cigarette, taking long draws on it as he watched the plate of candles 
burn. Their flames flickered, caught by a barely there breeze. Taylor wanted to step forward and say 
something. Instead, he stood in the shadows, just as he had done so many times before, and watched Dave 
drink himself into a stupor. 


On cue, Dave swiped up his half finished bottle of beer and downed it in one long gulp. He ground out the 
cigarette in a porcelain ashtray and slumped against the couch. His eyes seemed to be focusing on something in 
the darkness, something Taylor couldn't see. Maybe it was a memory of years gone by. Or perhaps something 
obscure image from the future. 


As Dave slipped into unconsciousness so Taylor stepped up to him. Sliding his arms beneath the older man, 
Taylor carefully lifted him. Dave murmured as he was cradled close, his head coming to rest on Taylor's 


shoulder. 


Slowly the drummer made his way back into the hotel. He passed crew members and other people who'd joined 
them for the few days in Austin All of them remained silent, their eyes on Taylor, as he walked through the 
building. His heart ached for the man in his arms, the sadness cold and dark. All that Dave had once been 
appeared to have been robbed from him by the very thing he loved. Now they were holed up in a hotel, 
battling demons in order to put out a few, final tracks for the fans. Whether they would come back and do 
anything more was up to Dave. Maybe they would. Maybe they wouldn't. 


Taylor's suite was a lush retreat away from the world with a large, deep bed and a view of hotel's oasis-like 


garden. Tealights were arranged on a gold plate, their light warming the room. 


Gently he laid Dave on the bed, the older man stirring a little. Kicking off his clothes, Taylor stretched out 
beside his friend. His stomach was knotted with fear, his head filled with worry at what the future held. 


"Taylor?" Dave's voice was low and thick with exhaustion. 


‘lm here, buddy. You go back to sleep." 


The singer snorted and rolled over to face Taylor. He gave Dave a small, lopsided smile as dark eyes flickered 


open. 

"Don't wanna." 

"You have to. Please. Sleep. You're tired." 

"I'm not," Dave softly protested before stifling a yawn. 

Taylor was warmed by the other man's gentle protesting but it wasn't just himself who had noticed Dave's 
general lacklustre approach to life. The broken leg hadn't done any of them any good and the build up of 
painkillers and physiotherapy as well as being hampered by a cast had extinguished Dave's sparkle. 


"You need a break," Taylor quietly said. 


Dave shook his head, his eyes opening and closing lazily like some strange, living doll. Reaching out, Taylor ran 
his fingers over Dave's eyelids and gently pressed them closed. 


"Break, Grohl. You need one." 

"| don't need anything." 

Taylor knew he was fighting a losing battle. But he also knew that the final hand had been dealt. In a few weeks, 
they'd begin the final leg of the tour. And after that.. It was like looking into space and seeing nothing. No stars, 
no planets. Just an endless dark abyss. 

He shifted closer and stroked his fingers along Dave's cheek. Beneath his touches, the older man purred, his 
eyes falling closed for more than a few seconds. Taylor's lips followed, first to Dave's cheek before working 
their way along his jaw and to the corner of his lips. His touches were soft and he felt himself begin to relax. 
For the first time in many months, Taylor felt the heavy waves of exhaustion begin to take hold of his own 
body. 


His lips wandered a little closer, finally covering Dave's with his own. The singer purred beneath the kisses and 


lazily draped his right arm over Taylor's shoulders. 
"Keep me safe?" 
At that, Taylor felt his heart break. "You know | will." 


He felt Dave smile and looked into eyes that mirrored the abyss he'd found himself looking into so often over 


the past weeks and months. Except that something swam in Dave's eyes, something that hadn't been there the 
last time Taylor looked. Something that looked like a spark of hope. 


"Carry me home?" 


Smiling softly, Taylor gave him another gentle kiss. "I will always carry you home." He paused and pulled back to 


rest his forehead against Dave's. "Where's home, Dave?" 
There was a pause before Dave softly replied, "You. You're my home." 


Their love making was slow and gentle as they each tended to the other man's needs. Taylor felt his loneliness 
melt away as Dave covered his body with kisses. In Dave's eyes, he saw the spark of hope and love flourish 
and blossom as it was reborn. The abyss Taylor had been staring into for so long disappeared, replaced by a 
darkness covered with stars. Everything was going to be okay. 


